DAUGHTERS   OF   QUEEN   VICTORIA

shade were enchantments hitherto undreamed of.
They spent Palm Sunday in Rome : the pictures
roused many memories of her father's love for the
Primitives, and surely he had in his mind the terraces
of the Villa Pamfili when he laid out the grounds
and gardens at Osborne. But soon the ache of
homesickness gained on her ; she wanted to get
back to her children again, for Frittie's illness had
shaken her serene confidence in their well-being.
Ernie had chosen a china doll in its bath as a birth-
day present for her. She thought she was a little
old for that, for she was thirty, and felt she had
said good-bye to youth. It had been a happy time,
and she was grateful for the innumerable joys it
had brought her, but how fast it had flown ! Good-
bye to youth.

There was always great jubilation when she came
back from any absence : the children put up wreaths
to welcome  her  and would  not  leave  her for  a
moment.   One morning, a month after her return,
her husband had gone off for the day on his mili-
tary duties, when Ernie and Frittie came romping
in to see her while she still lay in bed.   The win-
dows of her bedroom, reaching nearly down to the
ground, were open, and next door was her sitting-
room :   this had a projecting bow-window which
looked sideways into the bedroom.   As the boys ran
about playing a game of hide-and-seek, Ernie ap-
peared at this bow-window, and Frittie seeing his
brother there, scampered across to the open window
of his mother's room.    He slipped and fell out on
to   the stone terrace twenty feet below,  and was
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